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SCHEME 


ALASDAIR ASTON 


Suppose I brought you word the war was lost 
The Persian ships surrounding, would it cost 
My life, or your dishonour, or the fleet 
Glimpse of a naval stratagem to beat 

A brazen enemy in narrow straits ? 
Supposing I dismounted at your gates 
Announcing Alexander on his way, 

Would you deny me entry, win the day 
Because you bore me quietly in hand 
Unknowingly the deuce in your grand slam ? 
Suppose I changed my suit, your bridge I held 
Against the grim Etruscan, understand 

I'd game you afterwards a chequered sham, 
And queen my pawns against you till you yelled. 


AN UNDERMINING WOMAN 


ALASDAIR ASTON 


An undermining woman bought me up 

And quarried me, and grappled wide and deep, 
Seduced my ore, then used my all to keep 

Her selfish children and her drinking cup. 

Her chalice in the morning, angel-like 

Flowed silently as saints, for worlds to come, 

I was rebuilt within her, blind and dumb 

But grasped out in the pit and dared to strike. 


Why did we fight together, for whose sake 
Went we to battle body, heart, and mind, 
Since we were lovers, beautiful, the same ? 


What had we played together, give and take ? 
Then who took most, or who was deepest mined ? 
What did we win together, praise or blame ? 


LETTER FOR MARCHEN 


L. E. BRAITHWAITE 


Sitting on the floor 

Warm in the coils and cinders of your hair 
We shared, with our spared loves 

Our fingers’ didymus. 

For think, 

Had we been born ten years before this kiss 
I might have seen your hair in conflagrations 
Your griefs combed clear as constellations. 
Such little luck has given us this hour 

Such pitch and toss of time 

That though our pilot lips 

Still find new trade-wind ways 

To chart our universe 

We are, at each completed circumnavigation 
Back at the windless wharves 

The loveless quais where hull 

The near-miss twisted ships— 

Under the blind unblinking hiss. 


THE DAY THE FIRST SNOW FELL 


L. E. BRAITHWAITE 


I 


The day the first snow fell I floated to my birth 

Of feathers falling by my window; touched earth 

And melted touched again and left a little touch of light 
And everywhile we touched till earth was white. 


II 


Wood was now black or white 
White world was bright at night 
And water was black wood 
Carved into two white swans. 


Ill 


Birth was black water 
Where the white swans bend 
Death was black winter 
Where the white wood ends. 


IV 


The day the first snow fell I floated to my death 

Of feathers fallen by my window; left 

Love unmelted love again to touch the little left of light 
And everywhere we left while love was white. 


WORDS ABOUT A DOG 


NORMAN BULLER 


The dog you harbour 

in your heart 

is nothing like, 

in any part, 

the animal who wanders round 
and sniffs his mistress’ footsteps 
on the ground. 


The dog inside 

has fiery eye, 

with claws that rip 

and teeth that try 

to tear affection and contest 
to break the fragile prison 
of your breast. 


The dog you pet 

is more than wise; 

desire beseeches 

from his eyes 

to break that fascination in 

the dog you fondle 

deep beneath the skin. April, 1949 


CLAIRE DELAVENAY 


His words against my driven white desire 
Came in blue banncrs blown across the sheet, 
Crushing my last leaves of despair to sweet 
Smoke folding and effaced in slanted fire. 
Oh and enaisled he sent his azure choir 
Singing with bellow sleeves along the street, 
They cried over my body with their feet 
And up the bells and up the clanging spire, 


Held me to hang and balance with the blue, 

Unlidded me for dazzle of the source, 

Gave every sense the blow and ringing spill 

Of sound sung, struck, and streaming, forced me through 
Swung steeple cradled in their clarion force 

And broke and bore me with their triumphed will. 


THE MACHINES 


FREDERICK STUART GRUBB 


This is a bad machine that cannot see 

An honest pathway through a neighbour’s sorrow; 
My violent power compels my neighbour’s trust. 
In his distress he is enslaved to me. 


Here is a lying machine. It lies 

Daily to aid its nature out of sight; 

Even if forced to turn in a blind alley 
This veteran coward would disdain a fight. 


Here is a slot machine that quietly gives 
Fantastic cards to those who know the word; 
Useless receipts and papers, and it mutters 
Sophistries, to show them how to live. 


He is an adding machine that slowly piles 
Figure on fact to prove his neighbour wrong; 
If the sun set within him, he 

Could never burst into a sudden song. 


They are strange machines that pick up scraps 
And futile takings from an evening gutter; 
They run like oil in grooves, and like 

The never changing pistons, thus they suffer. 


HERE COME THE SAINTS 
(To John Whiting) 
THOM GUNN 


Here come the saints: so near, so innocent 

They gravely cross the field of moonlit snow; 

We villagers gape humbly at the show. 

No act or gesture can suggest intent. 

They only wait until the first cock crow 
Batters our ears, and with abrupt and violent 
Motions into the terrible dark wood they go. 


HIDE AND SEEK 


THomM GUNN 


Why, age succeeded age. Faithful as winter 
Autocracy ended and the reasonable parents 
Established a time of universal peace. 

In such a civilisation there were no portents: 
We all were the only priests, and disregarded 
Superstition at evening, the long calls 

From birds we heard while playing on the lawn 
Or around the crumbling palace walls. 


But age succeeded age; crouching within 

A well-known laurel its melancholy shade, 

Calling out, as is usual, ‘Cuckoo, cuckoo’, 

This boy discovered with joy the dark was mad. 

A little girl found him swooning, to her he cried 
‘Neither you nor I are any longer the same. 

Hark to the bird song become loud and urgent; 
Hide and seek is more than a game’. 


A new age started: gleaming savages hovered 

In fierce groups round the lawn, and a single night, 

No more, was needed to end what the garden stood for. 
Hiding and seeking an ape’s delighted rite. 

Grown, that seeking boy marauded haphazardly 

An entire trusting countryside; then turned round 

His eyes shining and his teeth clenched to build new 

On the old order burned to the ground. 


No age succeeds this age. I seek, not hide. 

Yes, I preserve the game—for so it is styled. 

What is it hiding there ? the messenger 

Of a next age ? No, only a dead child. 

My iron age drops its victims out of hiding; 

And it’s here to stay, the barbarous order, since 
Like my howling playmates I am my own dominion 
And recognise no greater prince. 


TORSION 
Re if HEAD 


Bright knife the key twists in the aching guts. 
Tight in this tunnel lurks a swollen eye. 

(The butler saw, but did not share the joy.) 
Sharp truth eviscerates, not merely cuts. 

The turning handle proves the vision blank: 
The image flickers while the eyelids smart. 

The lock is snapped. To linger or depart 
Would both invite much comment, little thanks. 


ANGST 
12. ys HEAD 


Though death regretted means so young regret— 
Extensible two ways one given line 

Through function intermediate, begot, beget— 
How unique still this face, if yours or mine. 


And add, this table’s insubstantial mass 

Of fragile atoms compensates no end. 

A simple fission: two lives——complex: none. 
More swift, but ultimate. Pay to ascend. 


Philosophy declares no dividends. An heir 
Might prove assurance for the funeral: 
Same problems his, or harder, not more rare 
Till god or ambulance accept the call. 


SUMMERTIME IN LEEDS 


JAMES KIRKUP 


Yes, the cruel city has relaxed, and wears 

A flushed, unbuttoned look. Beneath a shrewd 

Provincial mask the citizen displays 

Some traces of bucolic heat, a rural vacancy. 

‘The rustic ancestry now frequently appears 

In ladies moving dreamily as cattle through the streets 
And larger stores, where, with their great friends 

They treat themselves, the hoydens of the fashionable set, 
To cakes, tea, talk, and the suburban scandal of a cigarette. 


A smart hat cannot quite conceal the grimy 
Shepherdess; the backside of an honest fishwife is 
politely glossed 
Beneath the crumpled chic of fashions for the fuller 
Figure: and the nice crisp blouse 
Beneath plump arms betrays the decent sweat 
Of milkmaids in the well-groomed undergraduette. 
Keen on cricket, the chaps from the office are out for a 
sporting stroll, and girls 
Are perched like haycocks on the public lawns, where 
swains in business suitings le, 
Digesting hot, expensive, colourless and tasteless 
shepherd’s pie. 


So, too, in the most unexpected places, the severe 

And sombre city wears a gay and country grace. 

In back streets, blades of green pierce through the stones. 

A hawthorn on a siding, that was once 

A wildflower lane, seems to be fizzing with original leaves, 

And in the solemn parks, somewhere behind the floral ranks, 

The holly, black as iron, blazes with shoots of primal 
DANONE os a 

Dear, you and I, the prisoners within this hard and 


heavy place, 
Must sweeten our captivity with these small signs of grace; 


Like masters of a special craft, a dying art, 
Attempt to make the best of the material at hand, 
Yet always longing for the wines, the lighter heart, 
The music and the fountains of a gentler land. 


WILLIAM MORRIS AND WILLIAM YEATS 


Joun MAnpeR 


Where are now those hard-riding gentlemen, 

That peasantry weaving fine words like wool, 

That proud, bitter people dreamt by William Yeats, 
Who, turning from abstract thought, late in the night 
Found wisdom born in the strong man and fool; 


Or that other William, strong man though no fool, 
Who drove his Sigurd like the mad Cuchulain 

To battle through the wild sea of his verse, 

And broke men’s heads himself in Trafalgar Square, 
Being in all things, poet and true craftsman. 


Is it not strange that of these two great craftsmen, 
Lovers of Truth and Beauty, the one should seem 
Fondest of learning, the other of violence; 

Yet one should dream a passion-driven race, 

The other a world at peace, though in a dream. 


And yet, because the dream within the dream 
Alone is true, being innocent and beautiful, 
The man without learning shall remember it, 
The falcon shall come down from spent gyre 
To settle on the left hand of a fool. 
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